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One 


Is it just love and friendship? 

Or is it a disease 

That | should get help for? 

These thoughts, these actions 

Are all for one purpose 

One purpose that | would give absolutely anything for 

One thing that could kill me if it doesn't work out the way | want it 
| don't know where I'll go, or where I'll be 


If things don't fall together in the way they should.. 


Hugh's silent lamenting was cut short when someone else entered the backstage area. He looked up at the 
person who entered and snapped the notebook shut. Melvyn walked in carrying his shiny, silver cello and leaned 
it against an unused cupboard. A box of wires along with other tools sat on a nearby coffee table. The young 
cellist reached into the box and began working. When he was sure that his friend was busy with the cello, he 
got up silently and went over to his locker to unlock it. Once he found the key, he quickly shoved the small, 
marble-covered notebook inside and secured the locker as fast as he could 

"There, my secrets safe," he said very faintly under his breath. 

"What secret, Hugh?" 

Hugh turned quickly and noticed that Melvyn stopped what he was doing at the moment and looked at Hugh 
quizzically. He tried to act natural and not give anything away. 

"What are you talking about, Melvyn?" 

"| thought | heard you say that a secret was safe. Do you mind telling me what it is?" he said with a smile and 
continued with his work. 

Although they've known each other since they were teenagers, Hugh still didn't feel safe about telling Melvyn 
how much he liked him. They were the greatest of friends by now, but he wasn't quite ready to let out his 
fiercely protected secret: his obsession with him. He had wanted to be much more than friends with Melvyn, 
but he knew very well that he was a married man. And to risk their friendship and be rejected would drive 
Hugh past the point of humiliation and devastation Hugh tried his best to look at the facts, but something 
inside of him wanted to try to turn it around somehow. But how? His heart was telling him some strange and 
sometimes silly things. But he knew better in his rational mind that it was destined to be a failure. But his 
heart would overrule that somehow, and only time would tell how it could all unfold.. 

"C'mon, don't be shy. You're Hugh, you shouldn't be hesitant about anything." 

Hugh realized that he was right. Melvyn knew him like the back of his own hand, and Hugh couldn't deny it. He 
held his head up and looked his friend in the eye. 

"Well, it's just that |-" 

There were noisy footsteps coming in the direction of backstage, and Hugh stopped talking before anything else 
was said. 

"Hey Mel, nice cello solo, man! You killed it out there tonight!" the voice belonged to the bassist of the band, 
Kelly. He rushed in first and gathered Melvyn into a bear hug with his guitar still hanging on him from the 
shoulder strap. The cellist grunted from Kelly's strength and managed a choked "Thank. You." 

The stout bassist pulled himself free of the guitar and set it next to Melvyn's cello. Then he dead-lifted Hugh 
from his chair and spun around with him in his arms a few times. Then he put him down and rushed over to 
the water cooler. Next came Mik, swinging his trademark blue violin by the neck back and forth. He had a 
rather worn-out bow in his other hand. The strings on the bow were frayed and whispy, and Hugh couldn't 
help but lighten up a bit in the presence of the energetic violinist. Mik tossed it into the trash near the water 
cooler from across the room. 

"Ha HAAAA!" the Scottish man cheered, and joined Kelly. 

Some stompy footsteps sounded, and the four bandmates fell silent as the frustrated drummer sulked in. 
Richard, the keyboard player, followed close behind, trying to reassure him. 

"You were fantastic out there, Bev. You didn't miss a single beat." 


‘Nonsense! Of course | did. | know | dropped my drumstick in the middle of Standing In The Rain, right in the 
beginning of the bloody show! l'm sure Jeff noticed my screw-up." 

“There wasn't anything to see. You did great. Give yourself a pat on the back." 

Bev didn't say anything as he walked ahead of the soft-spoken keyboardist and went to the fridge to grab a 
beer. He slammed it shut and went over to sit on a bench by himself. 

Richard sighed and went to his locker for a comb. Last came Jeff, the band's sole leader. He came in with a 
grin, removed his sunglasses, and set them on top of his locker. He leaned against it and waited for everyone 
to notice his presence. A few heads turned to him, and soon everyone gave him their full attention. 

"Men, you should be extremely proud of yourselves. This show was absolutely flawless and it is now time to 
celebrate!" 

Everyone cheered loudly and began changing out of their costumes. 

Hugh started to get a little nervous when Melvyn unbuttoned his top and removed it. His friend's bare chest 
made his trousers get tight. He looked away, and Melvyn noticed it. 

"Hugh, are you feeling alright?" he hung the shirt on a hanger in the closet and swapped it for a long-sleeved 
shirt, a vest, and a stylish sports coat. "You know, you can tell me anything. Whatever it is, it'll be safe with 
me, and you know it" 

Hugh was relieved that the room started to empty out, and he felt his inhibitions melt away. He never thought 
that this would be the moment he would confess his true feelings to his friend. It looked like it would be time.. 
"Melvyn, l-l think | love you." His voice was softened by emotion, and Melvyn stopped to let his friend continue 
speaking, 

"lve been terrified to imagine if it didn't work out. | don't wanna lose you as a friend, or complicate our lives, 
but | feel like | want us to be more than friends now." Hugh had nothing more to say. He hoped that those 
words would leave a positive impression That they would be imprinted into the air for Melvyn to consider. 
Melvyn whispered, "Come closer.” 

Hugh gulped and walked up to him. 

"Hughie, why didn't you tell me? You've known for years that you shouldn't hold anything back from me. l'm 
not one to judge. So please, in the future, tell me what's on your mind, okay. You don't have to be scared of 
what | would think It's better for me to know than to keep wondering." 

Hugh whispered to him, "But, you're.. married. It would never work out." 

Melvyn raised his hand up and pointed to the silver wedding band on his finger. 

"Do you think that a round piece of metal could ever get between us? | want you to be as real with me as 
you possibly can right now." 

Hugh thought about how much he loved Melvyn at that moment, and about all the months he'd been.Obsessed. 
He remembered the initials carved onto the bottom of the tan cello he used for the recording of Out Of The 
Blue: MG € HM. Forever. His heart had gotten the better of him this time. He was overjoyed yet almost 
convinced that this was a dream. But reality kicked in as he gave his answer.. 

"No. It can't. It won't. It never will" 

"Good. You know, | kinda liked you too, but | never acted on it like you just did. You amaze me, and I'd be more 
than happy to take our relationship to the next level.” 

Hugh was close to tears. 

‘Oh, Mel. l-I love you." 

"| love you too, Hughie.” 


The two cellists embraced briefly and found their mouths touching each other for the first time. The kiss was 


short, but to Hugh, it was all worth the pain and sufering of the Obsession. 

They let go and dressed themselves for the evening. Being the last ones to the bus proved awkward, of course; 
Jeff waited out in front of it with his arms crossed. He seemed filled with humor, though. 

"Ahem. Gentlemen, the bus awaits." 

They looked at each other and grinned. 

"Sorry," they said at the same time, and rushed onto the bus, hand in hand. 

"Hm," Jeff nodded, amused at the sight of the two holding hands, and boarded the bus last. A wave of groupies 
flocked around the rear of the bus, and screamed louder: two of Electric Light Orchestra's bandmates, Kelly 
and Hugh, were found mooning the crowd of mostly women through the back window. Finally, the bus pulled 
away and took the happy rock band to a very high-end restaurant for the night's celebratories. 


